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Which, as more ponderous, made its aim more true*,
Obliquely waddling to the mark in view :
0 ! ever gracious to perplexed mankind,
Still spread a healing mist before the mind ;
And, lest we err by wit's wild dancing light,
Secure us kindly in our native night.
Or, if to wit a coxcomb make pretence,
Guard the sure barrier between that and sense ;
Or quite unravel all the reasoning thread,
And hang some curious cobweb in its stead !
As3 forced from wind-guns, lead itself can fly,
And ponderous slugs cut swiftly through the sky;
As clocks to weight their nimble motion owe,
The wheels above urged by the load below :
Me emptiness and dulness could inspire,
And were my elasticity and fire.
Some daemon stole my pen (forgive the offence)
And once betrayed me into common sense :
Else all my prose and verse were much the same;
This prose on stilts, that poetry falPn lame.
Did on the stage my fops appear confined ?
My life gave ampler lessons to mankind.
Did the dead letter unsuccessful prove ?
The brisk example never failed to move,
Yet sure had Heav'n decreed to save the state,
Heaven had decreed these works a longer date.
Could Troy be saved by any single hand,
This grey-goose weapon must have made her stand.
What can I now ?  my Fletcher cast aside,
Take up the Bible, once my better guide ?